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advertisers are constantly offering us some new
shaving cream which will do the job in fifteen
seconds* Dinner, when I was a boy, was dinner.
To-day it is a race against time. The gentle
vespers of the table are interrupted by the clam-
ant theatre or movie, and often what might have
been a dinner to remember is ruined by the
anti-digestive rush to an inane first-night. Only
in a corner here and there, in the little homes of
artists and scholars, and among those who
follow angling (one outdoor recreation which has
so far escaped "brightening") is leisure cherished
and  enjoyed. There  the  nineteenth-century
models of those two futile insects, the ant and
the bee, have no shrine. The models, if any,
are those of the moth on the sunny wall and the
cat on the cushioned chair. The cat has a far
better instinct for the art of living than the
general run of humans. It works with zest when
work is necessary, and when there is no reason
for work it takes its ease hour after hour.
Through indolence it grows in grace and self-
content, while we,*with our constant action,
grow nerve-ridden, tight-lipped and hard-eyed.
All because of this doctrine that work and busy-
ness are of themselves admirable, and that even
such a beautiful thing as leisure must be "used/'
One does not put butterflies and flowers to the
base purposes of "use." One enjoys them, which
is what one should do with leisure.